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ascent to the summit about 200 feet above the plain-level.
Abu Wail, who had given his name to the hill, was, he had
told me as we rode, one of the great ones of ancient Arabia.
He was wont to stable his mare on this (almost inaccessible)
summit and there, to this day presumably—for he himself
had seen it with his own eyes some years since—is to be
found, embedded in the rock, the iron staple to which he used
to tether her. From this description I imagined that the iron
might be a ship's anchor1 picked up from some wreck on the
coast or perhaps some other relic from a vessel captured by
the pirates of old. The ascent certainly proved none too
easy, and near the summit the steep, eroded crags offered but
little foothold for our clambering or came away in our hands
to leave us precariously poised on the edge of miniature
precipices. But the lower slopes of the hill were full of
interest. A few fossils I had picked up at the base proved to
have slipped down from a thick fossiliferous stratum—per-
haps a 100 feet or so—underlying a 50 foot thickness of
unproductive sandstone at the top. I soon had a couple of
haversacks full of these relics of an ancient oyster-bed, which
has proved to be of Miocene age2; and I was gratified at
finding also a single well-fashioned flint implement. My
search for other indications of ancient man was in vain and
it may be that the flint had been dropped here accidentally
by some more recent visitor, for the modern Badawin still
strike lights with flints and would certainly pick up a good
specimen of their ancestors' handiwork to use for the purpose
if they should come across one. Meanwhile Zayid was investi-
gating the lair of a hyena, whose tracks proclaimed that the
animal was still within as there was no sign of its exit. The
sleeping pair below were summoned to his assistance only to
discover that the beast had left his home by a back-door which
Zayid had not discovered.
So we all moved on to the summit, collecting fossils on the
way. On the flat top, some 180 paces long and 50 broad, we
found nothing but a cairn of stones and a hole in the rock
about a foot deep and wide enough to accommodate the base
of a thick mast. It was here, explained Zayid, that he had
1 The word he used was Dhahdl.	a See Appendix.

